Shut un.. - or the storv of a hotel room\'s 
wall and some composing... 


Author: sweetlola 

Bands: Aerosmith 

Characters: Joe Perry, Steven Tyler 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jun 25 2006 10:58:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


A kiss... 


Author's Notes: 
Lola doesn\'t speak english... so, if it\'s TOO bad: LIE. 
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aie 
(New York - 1979) 


The light was dimmed. Outside, the world turned at his regular speed, but not in here. Conveniently placed on 
the door-knob, you could read a little sign saying: DO NOT DISTURBE.... 


"So.. what are you saying here? That the lyrics are shitllll.. Is that what you're saying?" Steven was pissed. He 


walked around the room like a slim tiger, all mad; chewing a pencil with is big, lucious mouth. 


"What l'm saying is that we're way pass our Zep-ass-licking time Steven, we should move on." said Joe, who 
was leaned back on the bed's frame, caressing the guitar strings and producing a perfect G major, to put more 
emphasis on the discussion. 

‘| see... well if you really think we suck that much.. maybe we should go try and write with other people, how 
about that?" he said walking to the nightstand searching for the pills he put in there some hours ago. 
"Where's the goddamn dope, man... it was here just a moment ago." 

"| dunno... maybe you did it." Joe answered. 

Steven snorted. 

"Believe me, | didn't. I'd not be this pissed off if | had.., fuck! This record is driving me insane," he eyed Joe 
suspiciously "But | see you pretty relaxed. Maybe you did it." 

Joe laughed. 


sold you, for a change... You should thank him next time you see him. He saved your fucking ass. You'll be dead 
if it wasn't for it ‘cause this writing sucks so much that | should have killed you an hour ago." 


Steven sat on the bed next to his partner. 
"Shit Joe... what are we doing here...” | think my brain is fried.. | dunno what to write... | don't have a fuckin 


clue.." 
Steven looked at his friend with a sad gaze. 
"SAY SOMETHING!" 


He was at the edge of desperation There was a high voltage sensation in the air. Joe, whos high was comming 
to a climax, was wondering how he could manage to make Steven stop vomiting words. The idea popped up into 


his mind, and suddenly kissed him. 
"Joe. oh god!" said Steven surprised, in the minute he got his mouth free. 


"Shut the fuck up.. Just.., shut up." said Joe kissing Steven again, slipping his tongue between his lips, making 
the kiss deeper. He felt intoxicated in the most amazing way. Joe couldn't stop rubbing his hands all over his 


mate; he nibbled Steven's neck softly. 


"Oh," Said the diva muffled by the kisses "don't stop.." he begged. 
"God. Can you shut the fuck up for at least an hour?" Joe said a little annoyed, tugging at the silk knots in 
Steven's shirt. 


When he got Steven naked, he could only stare in awe. The skinny man was so beautiful. There was no other 
way to describe him. Not even handsome. He was plain beautiful, like a mix between the hottest chick he's ever 
seen and a male cat. 


Joe kissed his stomach and got riddle of his pants. Seconds later, they were both nude looking at each other. 


"| did it, you stop talking..." said Joe laying over Steven 


"lIl show you silence.." With a fast move Steven turned them up. He went down slowly till he reached Joe's 
dick, and pumped him with energy. Then, he took him into his mouth and blew him like his life depended on it. 


Meanwhile... 


(to be continued...) 


